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plaiting coloured strips of paper at a tiny
desk. Even the children were huge beside
him; when they laughed, it was so loud
that it frightened him. They chanted
" Seven ones are seven " in unison, and it
boomed in his ears like thunder.

Why had it always been so dark ?   Now
he came to think of it, there was no sunlight
in. his memory at all.   There was only gloom
and grit and sordidness, amid which he had
run like a drop of water in gray dust, complete
and separate and hidden.   And everything
had been so huge, as though he was con-
demned to wander from cavern into cavern.
Caverns and darkness and terrors !   Oh, yes,
TieTaad been loved by his mother and he had
loved her.   But somehow it had made no
difference ; it had never lighted the darkness
or driven the terror  away.   Why did he
always see her, as he saw her now, in an
ugly gray cloth cap of his father's stuck
through with  an evil-looking hat-pin,  her
hair looped untidily under it, her arms pink
with soap and water, pegging out washing in
a dank and mildewed garden?   Why was
the clasp of her fingers always soft and slimy
with soapsuds, and the balls of her fingers
so puckered and rough that he shrank under